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. The mod lamentable Tragedk 

Then Madam (land refolu’d*but hope withal!. 

The felfe fame Gods that artr.de the Queen c of Troy 
With opoitunitieof/harpe reuenge 
Vpon the Thracian Tyrant in his T ent, 

May fauour 7*^»w«ratheQucenc ofGothcsj 

(WhcnGothes wereGothes, and 'f sat or a w as Qucene) 

To quitthe bloody wrongs vpon her foes. 

Enter thejonnts of Andronicus againt* 

Lucius , See Lord and father how we haac performs 
Our Roinaine righteS, Ai.ir bushmbi are lop t, 

And intrals feedc the facrififing fire* 

Whofc fmoke like inceafe doth perfume the skie* 
Kemaineth nought but to interreour brethcreo. 

And with lowd larums welcome them to Rome* 

Titus. Let it be fo, andlct Andronicus 
Make this his Iateft farewell to threyr fouleio 

Sound trumpets., and lay the Coffin tn the Tom be* 

In peace and honour reft y ou heere my Tonnes* 

Romes readieft Champions, repofc y ou here in reft* 

Secure from worldly chaunces and mi/haps : 

H ere lurks no t reafon , here no enuiefwels* 

Here grow no damned grudgges, here arc no ftormes* 

No noyfe, but filcnce andeternall fleepg, 

In peace and honour reft you heere my tonnes. 

Enter Lauinta. 

Latei* In peace and honour, liue Lord Titus long* 

My noble Lord and Father liue in fame: 

Loeatthis Totnbe my tribtitarietearesg 
I render for my brethcrens obfequies : 

And at thy fecte I knede, with tcaresofioy 

Shedon the earth for thy returneto %j>me+ 

O blefle me heere with thy victorious hand, 
whofc fortunes Romes beft Cittizen s applauld. 

Turn, Kind ^e»e»that haft thus lgumgly reteude^ 
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of Tims Andronicus'. 

The cordiallof mine age to glad my hart, 

Lsuinia liue, outliue thy fathers dayes* 

And Fames eternall date for vertuespraife.' 

Marcus , Long liue Lord Titus , my beloued brother* 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome. 

Ttttts. Thankes gentle Tribune, noblcbrother Marcus 
Marcus. And welcome Nephewsfrom fucceffull wars, 
You that furuiue, and you that fleepe in fame : 

FaireLords your fortunes are alikein all, 

Thatinyour Countries feruicc drew your fwords. 

But fafer triumph isthisfunerall porape, 
Thathathafpirdeto Salons happines, 

And triumphsouer chaunce in honors bed. 

Titu • Andronicus , the people of Rome, 

Whofefriendin iufttce thouhafteuerbenc. 

Send thee by me their T ribune and their truft. 

This Palliament of white and fpotlefTe hue, 

And name thee in eleftion for the Empire, 

With thefc our late deccafed Empcrours formes : 

Be ffiemdsiatus then, and put it on , 

Andhclpctofct a head on headles Rome. 

Titus . A better head her glorious body fits* 

Then his, that /hakes for age and feeblcncs : 

What fhould I d’on this robe and troub'leyou, ^ 

Be chofen with proclamations ro day, 

To morrow yecld vp rule, refignemy life* 

And fet abroad new bnfines for you all. t > 

Rome 1 haue bene thy Souldier forty yeares, 

Andlcd my Countries ftrength fuccesfully. 

And buried one and twenty valiant fonnes, 

Knightedin Field, fh^nc manfully in Artnes* 

In right and feruice of their noble Countrie : 

Glue me a ftaffc of Honour for mine age* 

But not a feepter to concroule the world, 

& Ypright 


